ON THE WESTERN CIRCUIT

hand than the patient idlers at the gallery-door outside,
who had waited to enter since eight in the morning
because, like him, they belonged to the classes that
live on expectation. But he would do these things
to no purpose, and think how greatly the characters
in such scenes contrasted with the pink and breezy
Anna.

An unexpected feature in that peasant maiden's
conduct was that she had not as'yet written to him,
though he had told her she might do so if she wished.
Surely a young creature had never before been so
reticent in such circumstances. At length he sent
her a brief line, positively requesting her to write.
There was no answer by the return post, but the day
after a letter in a neat feminine hand, and bearing the
Melchester post-mark, was handed to him by the
stationer.

The fact alone of its arrival was sufficient to satisfy
his imaginative sentiment. He was not anxious to
open the epistle, and in truth did not begin to read
it for nearly half-an-hour, anticipating readily its terms
of passionate retrospect and tender adjuration. When
at last he turned his feet to the fireplace and unfolded
the sheet, he was surprised and pleased to find that
neither extravagance nor vulgarity was there. It was
the most charming little missive he had ever received
from woman. To be sure the language was simple
and the ideas were slight; but it was so self-possessed ;
so purely that of a young girl who felt her womanhood
to be enough for her dignity that he read it through
twice. Four sides were filled, and a few lines written
across, after the fashion of former days; the paper,
too, was common, and not of the latest shade and
surface. But what of those things ? He had received
letters from women who were fairly called ladies, but
never so sensible, so human a letter as this. He
could not single out any one sentence and say it was
at all remarkable or clever; the ensemble of the letter
it was which won him ; and beyond tke one request
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